Edith                              TWO SONGS
Sitwell
I
COME, my Arabia,
to the senses stilled
With night. Your locks are lilies dark with dew
As with rich myrrh the deepest leaves are chilled.
Plantations of die East have leaves like fire
And the dark night dew lies on them and sighs.
So my Arabia lies
Upon my heart that is our Phoenix pyre
Whence all the splendours of Arabia rise.